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an order.  Our sergeant drew his sword and wanted us to
attack, but there were only fourteen of us and half a squadron
of them, with a machine-gun too.  We galloped off, and they'
couldn't use their machine-gun because of our position, so
they began to fire from their rifles.  But our horses were
better than theirs, and we got well away, then dropped oik
our horses and began to fire back at them.   Only then did I
notice Shamil wasn't with us.  When we rushed to mount
he ran to his horse, got his sound hand to the saddle-bow
and one foot in the stirrup, but as he tried to mount the
saddle slipped under the horse's belly.   Somehow the horse
got away from him and came galloping after us with the
saddle swinging under it, and Shamil was left alone with
the Reds.  And that's how Alexei asked for death. If he ,
hadn't loosened the girths he'd still be alive.   They slashed
him about so much that the blood poured out of him till
you'd have thought a bullock had been slaughtered there.v
When we'd driven off the Reds we went past the gully and -
picked him up."
" Well, shall we be getting on ? " the driver asked
impatiently.
Gregor said good-bye to the cossacks and went to the
wagon to take a last farewell of his dead fellow villagers.
Only then did he notice that all three were barefoot, while
three pairs of boots were placed at their feet.
" Who took their boots off ? " he demanded.
" Our cossacks did that, Gregor Pantalievich. They all
had good boots to them, and the company thought it better
to take them off and give them to those who had old onesv
So we took them off and put three pairs of old ones in thei^
places."
Gregor put his horse into a trot, and kept up a steady
pace almost all the way to Kargin. A gentle breeze ruffled
the animal's mane. The long brown marmots ran across the
road, warningly whistling. Their sharp, anxious Whistle
was in strange harmony with the profound silence which
dominated the steppe. Male bustards flew low over the rises
at the roadside. One, sparkling like snow in the sunlight,
its wings flapping swiftly, mounted into the zenith as though
swimming m the azure expanse, its neck stretched out in its
precipitant flight. It flew off about two hundred yards and
then sank, its wings fluttering still more swiftly. Close to